WORDS 

Darkness talked to light once 

It forged an umbrella and under this umbrella cliché’s had 
orgies 

Truth looked from the outside alone 

Truth would get drunk and have sex with sarcasm 

Cliché would get drunk and have sex with silence 

And hate would record it and masturbate to it 

And fear would artificially inseminate cliché's 

Who gave birth to language. 


UNDERGROUND BINGO 


Your going to go on a Canadian morning talk show tomor- 
row and it’s good timing 

People think your nuts, but your just... your just really, re- 
ally happy! 


If you do good, good enough, really good, better then all 
the good there is... EVER 


better then anything that as existed and will exist 
and they do keep score you know that, 


of course it would only make sense 
that you can 


become god. 


although you’re really happy, 
you do want people to know that you’re serious, 
you know that you are in a human body! 


Guys, can you even fucking believe this! 


You just keep laughing and your laugh, laughs at the inde- 
finable way which one is, and will always be really, really, 
really happy 


It’s like if love did something that only love can do! 


You tell people using an impression of Satan, 
“It’s as if death was happy, and threw a party that’s how 
happy | am” 


It’s a hard thing for people to understand 


You’re appearing on a Canadian talk show tomorrow 
and your happy about it 


Suicide isn’t an idea! 


while the word love is at times used mostly as a punch line 
these days and that’s not a bad thing, 
happiness should be funnier 


So you try, and head out of your apartment and into the 
streets 
And as would luck would have it, there is a police officer, 
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you whisper into the police officers ear 

“You can’t arrest me for be too happy!” 

He turns around and laughs “No, but | could kill you.” 
You know that it is a joke 


“That joke was fun.” 

“I know that, it was fun.” 

“Were both having a lot of fun.” 

You say at the same time without opening you mouths 


Neither of you as blinked and a thousand Jimmy Buffet’s 
look at Native American culture for the first time all around 
you. 


He then speaks 


“You look unhealthy, | think | might be happier then you, no 
offensive, | say that to motivate you. Chances are | will out 
live you and at your funeral | will say kind things about how 
you tried so hard.” 


“That’s ok I’m going on a talk show tomorrow, | will be fa- 
mous soon, so a lot of people will be at my funeral, you 
can tell people you knew me and that will help define you, 
in a better way, so that you want die alone.” 


The cop puts Jimmy Buffet’s in a friendly but nevertheless 
painful headlock and say’s 
“Good luck | hope you make wise choices on the show.” 


He then places his hand slightly below your heart for five 
seconds and then you do the same below his fanny. 


Jesus turned into Jesus when he was 33 


There was that much of a change, nobody knew him when 
he was 32 

And you’re going to be a guest on a local morning televi- 
sion! 


And that sentence rhymed! 
It’s going to be important 


The green room doesn’t have very good food, 

which logically makes you mad 

So when Tina, the assistants of some sort comes in to tell 
you something you say 

“Fuck you.” 

“Excuse me?” She says 

You throw a plate against the wall what you hope was gold 
heroin 

“You heard me, fuck you.” 

“Well good luck.” 

“Nothing to do with luck, | can become a god, and I’m not 
talking about a foolish celebrity icon, am talking about a 
fucking god. The kind you fall to your knees for, live for 
and die for.” 

Then in perfect timing she turns into two dimensional wa- 
ter and say’s 


“Have fun.” 


The show is a little bit cheesy, but a lot of real fun. 
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Neck brasses, perm, rubies and a dap of Australia rolled 
up in a mentally challenged senior citizens agnostic 
dream! 


The reason your on there isn’t too profound, 
but your working on your act 


Your act is: that you’re basically a local celebrity lunatic. 


The towns peoples hopes and fears brutally lived out by 
you, on a daily bases in town of really nice people. 

Your often told, 

“You scare me, but | like what you might mean to me from 
a far, however, | kinda hope your not actually real.” 


Which may define the future of theological theory! 


In the town all day you do prat falls, which is the act of fall- 
ing down on purpose all day, every day. 

It’s a feel good classic. 

Something’s happening that should not, so it’s funny. 
Which you accentuate, by saying while on the ground 
“Whoops, what just happen was really funny!” 

Then with the stranger still there your sexual gentiles ex- 
plodes which hurts, so you make 

the face of someone who’s sexual gentiles just exploded 
but then it reappears instantly, so you make a face repre- 
senting this, then you forget that this happened and you 
face goes blank. Then you say “Hello” as the people from 
the town generally say 

“Oooooo0o0000000k.” 


As for the Canadian talk show: 


It’s wild. 

Rave culture and skim milk team up to make a killer Mon- 
day joke! 

and you use it to great effect on the show. 


The host Bonny and you do the electric slide for kids who 
hate chocolate but don’t even know what it is 


Then you have cardiac arrest and before you lose con- 
sciousness you yell out an even cuter name for cute, then 
you pass out. 


You wake up and find your in a gold palace underground 
Only to find out that your technically an animal! 

When you find this out, you wink and say, 

“| wonder if Bonny needs a pet!” 

It kind of means, if only all the dead people in the history of 


the world knew that they’re really, “really” is a heaven 


But it honestly means that the sound “beep” turns 
into the sound TOOT! 


Then you get a hair cut by someone named Ken! 


COMEDY 

You stand in your heat controlled house 

your shoes on fire 

and microwave a metal glass of water which as no nick- 
name 

you come to the realization that humor 

is the only thing that exists 

you buy 5 cakes 

you burn pornography inhaling the smoke 


"Easy metaphor." Your mom says 

while stepping out of her laboratory with a priest 

"l'Il bring it to a science, two dimensional orgasms, perpet- 
ual laughter." 


She then tells you some bullshit about light and darkness 


you step out of the house and exhale the smoke ina 
child’s face who then shots themselves in the face 


you laugh 


a angel invites you to go to every buffet in America 
where you cum into an open wound in your eye 
everyone laughs 

your going to say every word that there is 


DRUGS 
You wake up, thinking about the things the kids carve into 
there desks 


You call out of work using the voice of a president that has 
been shot at. 
"| hate when presidents are shot." 


You could say this to him, the stranger in your bed. 

You wake him up motivated by this thought 

"We need to go slow, small steps, people think they can 
just change in a second you can't." 


He agrees with you and throws out all his acid. 
"| wish birds were flying over head while | did this." 


You both nod your head 
and there is another moment, 


you both don't know what to do. 


You both look at each other. 

"Yup." 

You both say it like the first time a mom ever stoped think- 
ing about her knew born child. 

"| wish | hadn't thrown out all the acid,” he says with a 
cough 

"| need to go to work and teach children about science” 
"That's bullshit | thought we were going to change today 
no matter how slowly." 
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"Am sorry, | need to heat up the car" 


As you are teaching the kids about the cosmos you look 
out the window and see him in the schoolyard, 
some kids are crying. 


"Alllill be right back.” 

You often speak like a cartoon to the children, fearing the 
intensity of there growing brains. 

"What are you doing here?" 

You notice he has a new tattoo. 

"| have my ways you have yours." 


You go back into the classroom; one of the kid’s raises 
there hands and says, 


"There was a man today who told me that there is no San- 
ta Claus” 


Every child’s face and reality swings facing you. 
You debate just pointing to the map of the cosmos or hug- 
ging each child. 


But all you can think of is what is written often on the 
desks in the classroom even at this early of age, 

you Say it in a cartoon voice. 

"Fuck the police." 


HOPE 

You call up your local priest 

who you have never talked to before, 

You know there are many ways to say things 
but you just blurt it out 

“Im sooooo fucking crazy right now.” 


You say with no concept of time, birth or death just a mo- 
ment where each 

and every mamells hearts beats in the universe for that 
one exact moment 

for no other reason then they exist before choice. 


“Your probably tapped into some heavy stuff right now.” 
He says 

“| don’t know” 

“Your are.” 

Then there is a five minute silence 

“We should meet.” He says 

You exhale, your holding an animal that is very hard to 
hold 

“Ok right now?” You ask 

“Yes, it’s important that we be honest” 


You meet inside a circle of children holding hands 
“So what have you learned?” The priest asks 
“Pretty much everything” You say and wink 

“Why did you wink?” 

“Well | don’t know everything.” You say and wink 
“I will follow you has a profit, until | die.” 

“| don’t know if you need to do that?” 

“Exactly.” 


So the priest works with you as a line cook with you, 


at a modern country music meets modern country 
music themed restaurant and bar for the rest of his life. 
Never once noting the reason ever again. 


He looks at you sometimes with a smile a nod or laugh. 

At first you believe that this is because of his idea of you 
as a profit, but he never mentions it again. 

So as the years pass, 

you don’t think about it anymore you believe that his un- 
stable but his a good friend. 


Life happens you make some good choices some bad. 


When his on his death bed you visit the retired priest. 

“| asked all the same children come, but it couldn’t get in 
touch with any of them,” he says 

“What?” 

“Remember when you became a profit?” 

“I was never a profit, | was having a manic experience, i'm 
not a profit and don’t say exactly.” 

“Well you never killed me.” 

He says while dying 


You leave the hospital and see an orange car. 


BIRD 


| remember when I was out in the woods once anda 
bird came up to me, just sat next to me then flew away. 


| could not believe it, this bird was so beautiful. 


Right there | swore to myself that, | wouldn’t get a 
divorce with Jamie, everything was amazing after all and | 
need to love him so much, but then this same bird thing 
came up to me again and stuck its tongue out at me. It 
was so funny, | was like, 

“Ooook your right | live in that world not this one, 
lets get a divorce!” As if memorizing everything would 
make you smarter. 


After the divorce | went to the local water park and 
just went at it. 

| mean | had so much fun, 

| was laughing and crying, (just a little bit,) just 
yelling, 

“Let’s keep it going forever!” 


| was the last one out and | slept in my car in the 
parking lot. 

When you sleep in your car you ghost gets coupons! 
Did the exact same thing the next day, by this time some 
of the people who worked there recognized me because 
it’s a small park 


and we told these jokes to each other that were real- 
ly funny. My life was looking up, | invited one of the work- 
ers over and 

we got high! 


He said his name could be Joseph! 


The next day | told the ticket taker “I can’t make it 
today | have a lot of important things | got to do.” 

She seemed confused 

“Is that ok, Miss?” 

“Yes it is.” 


| went to the library and got all these magazines on 


a table. There was so many magazines that | could have 
read. 


| mean can you even believe it, what’s next! 


FRIENDS 


While you sleep you wear a large styrofoam cowboy hat 
the kind that you can get in 1980 buffet promotions in the 
bible belt, that have orange cats in there commercials. 
What your doing with the hat is nothing 

but showing your subconscious a good time 


The you, that you don’t know, is being treated by the you 
that you are 
In a fun way, in a good way 


And you pop out of a your own magical box to say it 

“So you can be the best you, that you aren't, but really 
might be, if you really could just be.” 

Its not a joke 

This is where your greatest dreams frolic with the future! 


Your not demanding your subconscious meet your con- 
scious, 

not grabbing its throat 

its a gentle breeze on a beach, before the beginning of the 
musical, the end of the self help book and the middle of a 
life insurance add, staring the you on this real earth. 


Your doing good! 
You wake up, but before you open you’re eyes 


and although the chances are slim, you attempt to lick 
your entire face 


in the hopes of getting high perhaps... forever? 

A pleasant slow motion counting contest with god while 
you have a droned out orgasm 

You then have a staring contest with the sun in your mind 
“The sun is so fucking beautiful.” You say to yourself in a 
whisper with a laugh of wonderment 


you have been practicing whispers 

it’s a sound that kindly mocks the totality and function of 
language 

making its obvious by its movement that there is informa- 
tion 

beyond its definition and it totality 

This isn’t the case as much with physical communication 


Physical communication is more direct then words and far 
more the then thoughts 


you know that in your mind! 
And you know that in others minds 


as for the staring contest you think you did ok 
The sun had fun too 
It tells you a secret and it gives you a ruby! 


You invite all your friends over to your new first house. 
You just want to make positive connections 

With other people 

Do things 

have things happen 

Comfort/good times 

giggles, on breaking waves 

Fun and happy. 
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A beginning and an end 


However there is a vulnerability when formally asking peo- 
ple to spend time with you 

An unconditional blind honest violence of giving and re- 
ceiving 

You calculate whom you believe will come to the party 
who will not and how much that will hurt 

Then based on the people coming, how much joy you 
should get from each person divided by the joy they be- 
lieve they should get. 

You begin to believe that this might be “the” mathematical 
formula for marriage 

If only you could marry everyone 

you think that if perhaps a priest were to shot you in the 
head in front of everybody 

and then everyone helped you back to health, through 
pray and good times 


it would be the closest thing you can get to having a child 
with each guest. 
You would like that 


Or maybe at the party you'll just get a therapist to come 
and have everyone devise 

the most productive inside joke 

or this would be a riot 

from an adult perspective ironically define the definition of 
“funky” 


There are other concerns however, 

You used to be a junkie, the bad kind, where the future 
and the past would lap over and fight to the death each 
and ever second. 


you have either propositioned every one of your guests in 
the house to have sex with you for drugs, or have attempt- 
ed to rob them. 

But then you won the lottery, you went to rehab, found 
your own god and bought the house 

And here you are 

You invite 36 people 


Fun and happy. 


You wear a pulsating spandex one piece 

When a friend comes in, you whisper into each one of 
there ears 

“Should you take off your shoes or not?” You say while 
making eye contact and trying to open your eyes so wide 
that they burst open, 

spilling happy tears of blood. 


Then you wink at a full length mirror, and say loud enough 
for the guests to hear 

“I guess that is my decision to make regarding the shoes, 
you know what, | want you to make it and | will not judge 
you.” 

Everyone nods showing only there gums 

“Because you know that kind of stuff is really important.” 


You prance around the room and whisper sweet nothings 
into the back of everyone neck 
Then you call for everyone’s attention, then you do a per- 
fect split proclaiming 
“| fucking love everyone here so much that it makes me 
feel so human!” 
You hug each guest asking them, while making animal eye 
contact 
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“So when are we going to change the world?” 
The party is awkward 


Do you apologize, informing them that you are in a healing 
process 

Or declare an ornate “what’s up.” 

Your confused, how long will it take for your friends to not 
speak to the past 

But to sing to the future? 

“Hey man, | just I’m” 


People just don’t understand, 
everything you understand or even everything that you 
think you know that they understand 


“Fuck this, you guys don’t know how to live, do you guys 
know anything?” 


You collect everyone cell phone, telling them you made a 
personal satchel for each one 

Then you bolt the door of the house shut 

You open your eyes as far as you can and this time tears 
of blood do fall from your virgin eyes 

“| need to know! Line up on one side if you want to fight 
me to the death and another if want to make love with me.” 
No one does it 

They discuss with themselves that they know your going 
insane 

And then they in unison they turn to you 

with tears of gold from there eyes flowing towards the sky 
they ask 


21 


“Are you insane, are you high? Do you know what you are 
doing?” 

Your scared how did it come to this point so quickly, this 
isn’t what you wanted to happen 

“Of course | do, I’m doing it, how could | not?” 

You whimper in desperation 

“Now who wants to help me eat a ruby?” 

But before anyone answers the gold from there tears falls 
from the ceiling 

knocking you out. 


If only these people knew you 


birds fly around your head 

your in a coma, but you whisper to the birds 
“rrrruuuubbbby” 

the birds then fly over and whisper the suns secret to each 
guests 

they cry tears of joy! 


When you awake 
you know nothing of you past life 
you feel no urges to do drugs 
you work as a traffic flagger 
until one day a mask made from 36 different pieces of skin 
arrives with sunglasses 
and a note that informs you that you have an unconditional 
pass to be on any game show that you want forever, 
you just have to wear the mask and sunglasses 
You do, you don’t make a dollar, not a single answer right 
Because all you hear while looking throw the sunglasses is 
sounds of happiness 
and what sounds like people doing nothing in their life and 
having fun doing it. 
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BILLY JOEL 

You see Billy Joel in life 

And you are stunned and over joyed that he looks exactly 
like the real Billy Joel in your mind 


You watch an insect urinate gently on a bunch of coupons 
You have a connection to Billy Joel 


Whistling into your own ear while breaking ice with the 
back of your tongue 

These minute sounds and feelings in just two colors 
combining in a shattered symphony of, not exactly destiny 
but a theological ambiguity that combined with your de- 
pression and need for answers of questions you don’t 
know, it is a feeling of comfort 


You're not a fanatic, although you know that of course you 
could easily be Billy Joel 


It’s just a small wound 


But you keep on talking about it 
Until you now others are thinking, 
“Damn, will this person stop talking about there small 
wound.” 
So you leave a limb from your body at there door step 
And to come to the hospital when they want 
They come 
and you know there thinking 
“These guys is fucking nuts and this sucks.” 
Well it doesn’t suck when a cool clown arrives at the hos- 
pital room 
and there really cool! 
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You tell everyone that you wrote the clowns entire act 
They all cry with joy 


Billy Joel probably does know this even though it’s a small 
wound 

however no matter how small everything is, 

Billy Joel does absolutely need to know this. 


Just as animal licks the contents of the inside of a skull 
that it has killed, 
Killed, not out of hate, but to be strong 


Locked in your cold attic as child 

You put on as many starched moth replete clothing as you 
can to keep warm 

It provided a rash 

And there in the attic you would listen to Billy Joel LP 
Staring out the window towards the winter of 1983 in Buf- 
falo 

Even then you had an intrinsic understanding that listening 
to Billy Joel 

Was at the penumbra of joy 

The fine line of sitting in a luke warm bath, with a reason- 
ably kind plant 


Billy Joel was a celebration, of celebrating an almost, ok, 
celebration of being content 


They’re in the attic you sooth your rash and listen to Billy 
Joel 


As he walks to the arena you yell 
“Billy Joel!” 
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He hears your voice because you're both still alive at the 
same time 

And its the same place 

he turns towards you 

“Billy Joel | could kill you” 

Billy Joel stops time and explains to you that he knows this 
And that it is kind of you not to kill him 

That you are the universe 

then you both clap your hands 8 times separately with no 
regard to 

rhythm or what the other person is doing 
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PG-13 MOVIES 
You wake up from sleeping 


and document if you believe you have woken up well. 
This evaluation is up to you. 


This doesn’t scare you, you accept this 
There is an apple near you, you laugh at it. 


Food isn’t a problem these days for you or mostly every- 
one 
it’s closer to death then life these days. 


Your understand that choices have to be made 

and you want to make good ones 

So you decide not to kill yourself, which makes you feel 
good. 


You call up the towns Mayor 

“Hello citizen how my | best serve you?” 

The Mayor says with a jovial song 

“| have decided not kill myself, today no one in this town 
alive today, as decided to kill them selfs yesterday or any 
day in the past, | think that deserves a parade” 

“I couldn’t agree with you more, that deserves a week long 
celebration.” 

“That’s along time” You say 

“Well to be honest | think it’s a great idea and it would be 
good for tourism also.” 


and so it is 
there is a parade and it goes well, everyone as accom- 
plished something and congratulate each other for not 
killing them selfs. 
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The parade is silent everyone just walks down main street 
with a smile, some cry. 


Word spreads around the country about the parade 
and more people from out of town come from the parade. 


Its a good time 


Each year it keeps going 

Years pass and now a person from each country from 
around the world, walks to represent the choices of the 
people and the country 


But people start getting bored by it 

they suggest to the mayor that there is speech’s at the end 
of the parade 

your not into it 

“Why, were celebrating life, we don’t need anything else.” 


Then a wise, cute but slightly damaged child who acts as a 
metaphor steps out of nowhere and says 

“I’m into life, but | didn’t chose to be here.” 

“Would you rather be dead” You ask 

“I don’t know, | only know life, why celebrate life when your 
going to die?” 

The parade stops on a dime everyone looks at you and 
the child 

“Because life is the greatest gift of all, isn’t death a reason 
to celebrate life what would you rather do?” 


“Celebrate death.” 
There is a a gasp and hush in the crowd 


“How do we do that? 
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You ask like a badly scripted out of date profit 

“Like this, life might be silence but death is laughter.” 
The child says with no drama 

You don’t think that is very deep or even makes sense 


The child then falls down dead 

no one laughs 

The parade ends, and life continues. 
You eat something after this 
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NAPS 

Your son quickly puts down his video game controller, a 
term you used hours ago that he laughed about until he 
seemed disgusted. 

You question if your son ever thinks that your part of his 
life in anyway. 


“Death” he responded, 
“| want to talk and | want to talk about death.” 


“Great!” Happy to get a response of any kind, 
“We will talk about death for four days straight and just eat 
not so good yogurt.” 


By the third day your son is singing poetic prose about 
death, you have cried and cried over and over again feel- 
ing more alive then ever. Wrapped up in a rug as he un- 
leashes secrets of what it is to be alive and what death 
brings. 


By the forth day you are tired and you are laying face 
down in yogurt, Marty just looks out the window and re- 
peats "Death." 


You quit your job and this cycle continues for weeks, you 
just eat no so good yogurt, you have lost track of Marty. 
You believe his flying, at other times a demon. 

When you turn on the TV for the first time with the hopes 
of being enraged you see that they have named you 
weatherman of the year. 

You cry a single tear of blood and realize, as Marty is 
freebasing his soul, that you are on the right track. 
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LOVERS 

"| have been thinking how I don't love you anymore" 

your lover for 8 years tells you as you both wake up. 
"that's not good," you say. 

"it's only a thought, | have millions of them a day, they 
don't mean much." 

"what does this one mean?" 

“| don't know as | said it's just a thought, | think about cas- 
tles at times for god sake. As | said it doesn't mean that 
much. You don't need to blow it up." 

"No, my love, that’s exactly what we need to do." 

So you and your lover craft an entire world around this 
thought. What colors does it like, what nick names for 
large but not scary dogs would it make, what is the mayor 
of the town, the mayor’s daughters cheerleading song? It 
extensive and finally real. 

"This is great for are relationship isn't it?" 

there is no response 

You finally ask the question, "Would this thought love me" 
"Who are you?" She asks. 

So you do the same with your live, devising a world based 
on your fears, hopes and wants 

after weeks you ask again 

"So would this thought love me?" 

"Forget it your not a dreamer anyway" 

"What's that supposed to mean? 

"Watch my face of life." You lover says 

has they storm out of the house leaving in there knew red 
car 

off to a matinee movie with a blind child. 
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AMERICAN NARRATIVE 

You read a poem to yourself about fire 

you think it’s really intense and real 

you ask yourself to come to your apartment 
You go there cry, laugh and talk about god 


And that the world is “so” crazy 


you agree 
And try to kiss 
But before, you tell yourself 


“Also... this world... well...its.... beautiful.” 


You kiss yourself and it’s sooooo awesome 
You turn into a magical thing! 


You're on a giant cool mountain 
Everything is right 


You make love to yourself and it’s so cool 
You're going to have a baby! 


But evil comes and makes things bad 


You know that you must eat yourself to survive 

“| can’t.” 

“But you will, | won’t die if you tell everyone that the world 
with all it worldness is so great.” 

You eat yourself and your kid makes pg-13 movies for 
God’s Satan own vagina penis 
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THE MEANING OF ALL OF EXISTENCE! 


“What’s the point?” 
You say to yourself in an awesome way. 


Like you could have a 5 o’clock shadow, but you know 
this, so you have a 5 o’clock shadow! 
You still life in your mother’s house 


You have never seen a trumpet in your life 

There is a perpetual laugh track in the house made from 
animals 

The animals only see in black and white 


“| need to change.” You say to yourself 
“Let’s dance!” You say to yourself 


You invite Satan and God into your mind 
And they dance away. 
But things don’t change. 


You learn to fly while on fire. 

You seduce the entire concept of sex. 
You invent a knew kind of water 

You fall in love with the ghost of your self 


Nothing works 


You have had it, you decide to turn into a pure ray of light 
and exist as gods dreams reversed into a meaning that 
was created by the beginning of the universes love 

But before you do this you go to your mom work 

She works at an elementary school cafeteria. 
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“Everything seems the same, what can | do mom, what’s 
the point?” 
She makes a mayonnaise sandwich 


“| don’t know.” 
The sounds good enough, you eat the mayonnaise sand- 


wich and decide to get a flat top and look at you knee of- 
ten! 


Then get a haircut by someone named Ken! 
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